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52 
by Mark Schaub 
Exposures 
-to Gayle 
I. 
This bomb set for morning, 
now my only bed-time ritual. 
Far away from you, 
the same intimate motions 
are different. 
The moon, in all its stupidity, 
comes to me through the glow of city; 
pushes its moist muzzle to my window, 
licks softly at the glass. 
Tomorrow, in the slate clear sky. 
it will hang, a helmet, 
the ghostly back of a skull 
still above Kansas. 
But that's tomorrow, another gray zone 
beyond this bed-gray 
like most of today: 
washing my hair, closing the fridge. 
These are things a stranger's done. 
Our conversation last night, 
my phone call tonight, 
have long been clouded; 
I can't remember the sound of your voice. 
Inside my refrigerator, 
so bright so often today, a day off. 
eggs lie in total black, 
lined up like my toes 
under these sheets. 
In my hand, 
what a second ago were stark words 
against the whiteness of page, 
now the muddle of the previous page 
resting in shadow, 
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A n d  o v e r  m y  h e a d ,  
o v e r  m y  r o o f .  
t h e  g r a y  s l o w  c l o u d s  
s i l e n t l y  p a s s -
w h i l e  b a c k  i n  M i l w a u k e e  
y o u  f i n i s h  y o u r  l a u n d r y .  
E m p t y i n g  y o u r  d r y e r ,  
y o u  c l e a n  t h e  l i n t  t r a p ;  
y o u r  p a s t  t w o  w e e k s  n o w  i n  y o u r  h a n d .  
I I .  
T h e  F l i n t  H i l l s  i n  M a r c h  h a v e  t w o  s h a d e s :  
s c o r c h e d - e a r t h  b l a c k  
f r o m  b u r n e d - o f f  f i e l d s  
o r  d r y - b r u s h e d  b r o w n  
o f  s c a r r e d ,  v a s t  g r a s s l a n d s .  
O n c e  i n  t h e  h e a r t  o f  t h e s e  h i l l s ,  
m i l e s  f r o m  t h e  h i g h w a y ,  
w e  w e r e  v i s i b l e  f r o m  f a r  a w a y ,  
t h e  d i r e c t i o n s  i n t e r c h a n g e a b l e .  
W h i t e  i n s i d e  m y  o w n  d a r k  b o d y .  
m y  b o n e s  s i n g  w i t h  l i f e ,  
W h i l e  a l l  a r o u n d  m e ,  
t h e  b o n e s  o f  c a t t l e ,  
b l e a c h e d  w h i t e  l i k e  t h e  c o w  s k u l l s  
o f  O ' K e e f f e ,  
i m b e d d e d  i n  s k e l e t o n  s t r a w .  
F u r t h e r  d o w n  t h e  s l o p e ,  
a  d a r k  s h a p e  o n  t h e  b r i g h t  f i e l d ,  
y o u  s t a n d  t h e  f o c a l  p o i n t  
o f  t h e  w h o l e  h o r i z o n .  
T h e  h i l l s ,  I  g u e s s  t h e y ' r e  a l w a y s  t h i s  s t i l l ,  
s p r a w l e d  u n d e r  s h i f t i n g  s t a r s .  
D u r i n g  t h e  d a y ,  s o m e t i m e s ,  
t h e  c l o u d s  h i d e  t h e m  f r o m  t h e  c o n s t e l l a t i o n s ;  
o r ,  l i k e  t o d a y ,  t h e  c o v e r i n g  o f  a  q u i l t  o f  b l u e ,  
w i t h  l a t t i c e w o r k  o f  j e t  s t r e a m s  
s t i t c h e d  a c r o s s  t h e  s k y .  
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III. 
In my daydreams for months. 
the image of your face, gray and distant, 
has become the constant of my days. 
Now, only hours from seeing you, 
the image no less hazy. 
Your picture comes to me, again, 
so beautiful yet without feature; 
I look at you as if through gauze. 
Beneath the plane, 
the cotton topography of clouds 
becomes the earth. 
The sunset, up here, is a thousand miles wide. 
IV. 
In Sheboygan, Wisconsin. 
the dirty snow colorless 
as the entire town. 
Like the lake in late winter, 
the waves blending into soiled fog 
on some bland horizon. 
Union Avenue, the salty tongue before us, 
takes us past Croatian Hall on Eighth Street. 
where women clean grills after a brat fry. 
Still-warm soapwater spills, 
gray, into a snow-lined ditch. 
At the Ansel Adams exhibit 
at the Kohler Art Center 
we drift. silent, through white galleries. 
The photos like a dream before us-
unforgettable, the the pure snow 
on the witch-black oak. 
Losing myself in another photo, 
the one with the aspens, I see your face 
reflected in the glass. 
Over the ghostly trees, your deep hair 
and bright face. I just have to turn 
and here, in front of everything. 
clutch you-your clear presence. 
your pure extremes. the incredible contrasts. 
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